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power, and the thing is: how do we exercise that power ?
Now, for my part ..."

Alec waved him away. " I know. I know. I could recite
it all for you myself. If you want money, my dear Chrystal,
go for it. I don't see any harm in it myself. I wish I could
take the plunge with you. Believe me, I wouldn't want to
explain myself to any one. Now get out. I'm busy prostitut-
ing my soul in order to enrich you."

For a flashing second, Theo thought there was a look of
contempt and hatred on Alec's wizened bony face. "Well,
thank you for the hint," he mumbled.

" Thank you," Alec said courteously. " You've given me
my theme for the Rev. Phillipp Strong's next sermon : * The
Christian attitude to money.1" When Theo read the
sermon he realised that he might have written it himself.

Well, that all seemed, now, a long time ago. The unease
that had niggled at his mind for a few weeks troubled him
no longer, and he could with a happy heart occasionally
make a joke, for Adela Pinson's benefit, about that incredible
production Hard Facts. At the moment, in the sunshine of
this May morning, the cheerful thought in his mind was
that marriage, whenever he chose to embark upon it, would
not be, financially, too hazardous.

When Theo and Elsie Dillworth reached the White
House it was half-past eight, and Agnes Dunkerley was
striding up and down the gravel walk. Here were two of
them, she thought, as they came through the strengthening
sunshine. It was, indeed, now quite warm. From a cloudless
sky the sun shone on the lawn, newly-cut, on the brown-
velvet texture of the wallflowers that filled the beds, on the
half-circle of railings brilliant in a new coat of white, and
on all the great trees that Daniel had looked upon in their
winter poverty and that now were rich with leaves and
clamorous with the noise of rooks. It couldn't have been
lovelier, but the thought of breakfast filled her with appre-
hension. It would be " entertaining " : that was the trouble.
She and Daniel had never " entertained," and though all
the people invited were almost as familiar to her as Daniel
was himself, it was this idea that she was a " hostess " that
fluttered her breast.